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In a little cottage in Lilac Village, the Twinkles were painting Easter eggs. 

Mr. Twinkle painted two bright blue stars on his egg.

Mrs. Twinkle painted a bee buzzing a sunflower on her egg.

Four-year-old Washington Twinkle painted something on his egg, but only he could tell what it was. Then he sat back in his chair with his thumb in his mouth and his finger in his nose. He studied the egg and grinned. “Me yike.” 

“Say I like, Washington, I like,” said his big sister, Tulip, as she put the finishing touches on her egg. She painted the sun shining on a patch of red and yellow flowers. A little, pink-nosed bunny peeked out from under one of the flowers.

Mr. Twinkle looked over at Tulip’s egg. “That’s a fancy painting for a seven-year-old.” 

Tulip rolled her eyes and clucked her tongue. “Excuse me, Dad, I’m seven-going-on-eight, remember?”

Mr. Twinkle chuckled. “A thousand pardons.”

“Excuse me, you two,” Mrs. Twinkle said, putting down her paintbrush. “Tomorrow’s the big Easter egg hunt. The Easter Bunny must be crazy-busy right now getting ready to hide eggs all around the village and across the meadow.” 

Tulip clapped her hands. “Oooh, I can’t wait! Last year, I found not one, not two, but three eggs. And one had chocolate buttons inside!” She licked her lips. “Yum. Extra chocolate for me!” 

At the sound of the word chocolate, Truffle, the Twinkles’ floppy-eared basset hound, woofed. 

Tulip wagged her finger at Truffle. “Not for you,” she warned. “Chocolate’s bad for dogs.”

“Good fo’ me,” said Washington, pulling his wet thumb out of his mouth and his finger out of his nose. He patted himself on the stomach. “Yum, yum, yummy in tum, tum, tummy.”

“I’m sure the Easter Bunny will leave something delicious for both of you,” said Mrs. Twinkle. She patted Truffle on the head. “And don’t worry, we won’t forget you. We’ll be sure you get something doggy-licious, too.” 

She turned to Tulip and Washington. “Now, quickly, you two finish your eggs and off to bed. You want to be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed for the hunt tomorrow morning.”

Washington stood up and checked between his legs. His bottom lip began to quiver. “Me no bushy tail,” he whimpered.

Tulip let out a big sigh. “Oh, Washington, Mom doesn’t mean you need a real bushy tail. She just means you need to go to bed early so you’ll have lots of energy to look for Easter eggs. Right, Mom?”

“Mrs. Twinkle nodded. “Exactly.”

Washington painted two more squiggly lines on his egg. Then he sat back in his chair, stuck his thumb in his mouth and his finger in his nose. He smiled at his egg and nodded. “Me yike,” he said again.

“I think they’re all beautiful,” said Mrs. Twinkle. “Let’s leave them here on the table for the paint to dry.”

“Me dry in box,” Washington mumbled. He scurried off to his bedroom and returned a minute later holding a little wooden box with a gold lock. He took off a chain he wore around his neck. Five little keys dangled from the chain. Each key fit a box where he kept his special things—shiny sea shells, miniature race cars, animal-shaped erasers, and old rusty keys. Washington picked the smallest key, which was no bigger than a bumble bee, and unlocked the wooden box. He opened the lid and carefully placed the egg inside. 

“Better leave the lid open,” Mr. Twinkle advised. “Otherwise, it might not dry.”

Washington nodded and hitched the chain of keys back around his neck. 

While Mr. and Mrs. Twinkle put the finishing touches on their eggs, and while Tulip and Washington slipped into their PJs, and while Truffle turned four circles before settling down in his comfy donut-shaped bed, little did they know that ...
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Little did they know that, in the green meadow surrounding Lilac Village, another family was also preparing for Easter. It was the family of Bentley and Bella Biscotti. Sir Bentley Biscotti. He became Sir Bentley when the Queen of the Fairies knighted him for all his good works. She’d hung a shiny gold medal shaped like a rabbit’s paw around his neck. He never took it off. From that day on, Sir Bentley became Sir Bentley OEB—the Official Easter Bunny. He was the one and only bunny officially in charge of delivering Easter eggs to children around the world. It was a great honor. 

Sir Bentley and his beautiful wife, Bella, lived in B&B Warren—B for Bentley and B for Bella. Other bunny families lived in the warren, too. (A warren is an underground home with lots and lots of rabbit-size rooms and rabbit-size tunnels.) 

Every year, under Sir Bentley’s watchful eye, the rabbits who lived in B&B Warren made loads of chocolate Easter eggs. Each egg was tightly wrapped in thick, sparkly paper to make it easy for children to spot and, more importantly, impossible for dogs to eat. (Chocolate is bad for dogs. It’s also bad for cats and monkeys and foxes. Even bunnies shouldn’t eat chocolate, but they’re great at making it, and they love giving it away.)
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